CHAPTER XII

Dream that the lips once breathless

Might quicken if they would;
Say that the soul is deathless,

Dream that the gods are good;
Say March may wed September

Aad time divorce regret;
But not that you remember,

And not that I forget.

SWINBURNE*

THAT Christmas was quieter than the last, and

full of preparations and thoughts of a year ahead,
when there would be a stocking to fill and a tree
to trim for a small child to enjoy.

These days Charles did not mention super-
stition because he had learnt that she disliked it;
she hoped that perhaps he was getting over it.
Neither of them referred to the robins that
winter, and were happier for it.

The spring broke early, astonishingly mild,
and early in February Doreen brought a bowl of
snowdrops to her room and stood them on her
writing-desk in moss.

Charles saw them. He was coming in to ask
her about some payments when he stopped dead
and stared at them as though he had seen death,

" What is the matter?" she asked.

"Snowdrops. They are the unluckiest flowers
to bring into a house, worse than may/*

** But they are so pretty. They seem to fit into
this room with the mauve and greenness I
thought you'd like them."
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